THE LION^S MOUTH

appearance was perfectly certain to be remarked.
And once we had been noticed, official cognizance
was only a matter of hours.
The freight yard of Vigil's station was,
therefore, almost the last place in which we
should choose to alight, for, strangers apart,
any. unauthorized person was sure to be
challenged at once.
If follows that when another ten minutes
had hastened by, we were all three thoroughly
alarmed, " for, by thunder/' said George, " we
didn't bargain for this. They're sure to have
this car off the moment we dock, and once
we're bolted, they'll pull us down in an hour/'
By now we were out of the car and were
looking under the canvas to see what we could,
But none of us knew the railway, but only
the road, and even as we were peering, the
rising wails of a cutting began to obscure our
view. We were waiting in some impatience
for the grass-grown walls to subside, when the
engine let out a screech and we rumbled into
a tunnel which might have been the entrance
to Hell itself, for, another train happening to
pass, the noise was frightful and a volume of
filthy smoke offended our eyes and throats* \
Now the tunnel would have made such fine
shelter that, noisy and foul as it was, we would
thankfully have alighted before the train had
emerged, but, though it promised to be endless,
we seemed to be running downhill and our
speed to be increasing with every yard. What
was worse, I had now no doubt that we were
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